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recalls Kipling's Good Workmen in Heaven :
" They shall splash at a ten-league canvas with
brushes of comets5 hair," It was (in Campbell's
own phrase)

As if a phoenix, moulting plume from plume,
Sprinkling his fading splendours on the gloom,
Zigzags of scarlet, combs of silver flame,
Shivering on the darkness, went and came,
And fifty hues, in fierce collision hurled,
Blazed on the hushed amazement of the world !

(The Flaming Terrapin, Pt, II.)

Impatient with the spruce poets who " with pale
fingers wind The bays in garlands for their northern
kind/5 he changed " This too-frequented Hippocrene
for one That thunders flashing to my native sun,"
and wrote with a sultry violence at times magnificent,
The Georgiad applied this vehemence in satire
against the cc bookish Muses ** of literary London
with a long-winded fury nearer to Churchill than
to Pope. His satire struck deeper than SitwelPs,
for he attacked not only the Georgian manner but
the liberal-socialistic attitudes he saw behind it;
hence his onslaught on the " Shaws and Russells "
of the age. Later his love of action and his hatred
of the " Left ** took him into the rebel army in
Spain and produced a colourful but turgid poem,
Flowering Rifle. The World War saw him in
battle again. He explains :

my steel

Is always pointed at the tyrant's heel,
Whether from Right or Left he dares to clout
His Maker's image with a butcher's clout.